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. . Hero I am, once again, juaVkke^TSack ol wolves. 

The sktfrTWbre”once, paved withhold, now they rain on us all. 

made my bed, so I'll lie in it I've dug my grave so I'll die In it 
Iwl all my friends, I said goodbye/Cloned teeth and fluttering eyes. I can't go on like Ibis. Just like tho living dead 
I've 991 a taste for something & I don't want it I jtist need »t and I can't believe that it's getting harder just to feel alive. 
. ^Curtains close, take a bow. 

rth'dfc WO "fooled all of them now * wljp ytto are, what you say, what you do Merfahd every single day 
i kVpcl I dug my grave, so I'll lieln it f made my bdd, so I'll die io it V 

• I’D RATHER LIVE, THAN UVE FOREVER - I’m knocking on dealhs-dgot but your already dead. 

It’s oithdt now or tockiqg ngycr. And th%J night, wo meant overy word we said. 

• : m* ; 

All I can |ay fgr sftre is: were coming out tonight All I can say for sure Is; were coming up tonight 
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I've got a secret it’s on the tip of my tongue, 
it’s on the back of my lungs. ' 

And I’m gonna koep it ' 

I know something you don't know. 

silence, eats away at me. It feeds like cancer. , . . . 

Thti guilt could fill a fucking sea Pulling teeth. Wolves at my door. Now falling*& falling, is all I know. 

C..^§>This disease, is getting-worse. I counted ^ny blessings, now I’ll count this cur4dj r 
' ‘, tA &5\>nly thing I roally know • I can’t §leep at Right I'm buried but breathin^n regret. 

* 

I MAY LOOK HAPPY, BUT HONESTLY DEAR, THE ONLY WAY Vtl REALLY SMILE IS IF YOU CUT ME 
"- EAR TO EAR. / \ 

''xj see the vultures, they watch me bleod..They ffck there lips as all my shame spills out of me. 

'Repent Repent! The end is nighl 
Repent Repentl We’re all going to diel 

Repent Repentl These secrets will kill usl ' * > 

So got on your kncos, and pray for forgivonoss* 

Wo all carry these things inside that no one else can see. 

They hold us down like anchors, they drown us out at sea. 

I look up to the sky, they may be nothing there to see. 

But if I don’t believe in him, why would he believe in me? 
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Goodbye, my friend, goodbye My love, you are in my heart. 

It was preordained that'we'*ihbu|d part. And be reunited by and by. ; .... 

Goodbye: no handshake to endure. It was written in bloody 
Let’s have rto sadness - furrowed brow. There’s nothing new in dying now. 
Though living is no newer LIKE ROSES, WE BLOSSOM THEN DIE. 

We fall apart 
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The sun goes 1 down, we come out. A different party’ In.a differj 
The sun cofnes up. we come down. V * . 

We lived fast & died pretty. 


"WE’RE ALL VAMPIRES AND WE OWN THIS 

I’m not homesick, 4’m ju$t so. sick of going^io'rtie.. V * . . ’ v ' 

I've been walkingHhese streets for days, ^ • V ; 1 

In search of blood. Yeah, I'd kill for the suhtcr never rise again. ’ 

.I'd do anything', oh anything. So tie a rope around my neck, pVfll it tight til it breaks. 
You cartt kill us, we will never fucking die. 1 want to sink my teeth into all of you. 

If only t could make you see how.sweet this could be. 

But you leave ai)ad taste in rriy mouth. 

So spit it out, so spit it out 
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goi- whed'^M *Jpv|0 /pw*^Wfflky|feSj 

jWgi^i5L'»IV/ipr "sev^n .^re^rj^' Ttiei mk .scarrecj da you r^adk'rr^y a$ wpH>bf. i\p^Km/ji 
fwa^V;r^wr^^p^sblS'ey^.t)ing yOir^ned'BufnWybu ;spkl our''friendship, your'bri ydi^Pj^l^ 

if u^fp^$r y^Ay rp Sifcyoj) r th roat with, the kMif 
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'feet-.on ybirflicking. kn^'q^'^'igM} it fvek’iogjn^ 

t3est friends rrieans - forever cunt ;. *.. *: • * \ y' • : : 




g dead'lTefusfTb-xlo^er , 
nd I have watched Hve •;. 
•'..'So tJSH close your eyes/ 
['think you’re alive then , 
promise you-one'thmg,, * 
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r rest til’ we’re 
tossed. I have listi 


We will nqvor sleep, c$s’ sleep Is for the weak. And we 
my eyes t have : loved, end I have lost. I have turned, and l< 
gav^info’thrSfor long .enough. I have lost and I have loved. Sletep has stolen far to 
not just yet - .sleep is just a cousin of'death. I’vd said it before and I’ll say it again - 
you’re better off dead So throw your diamonds in the sty We’ll stay gold'forever. f( 
death will take us all. I can prorhise you one thing,you wllkfie alcftne. 

We’re all going to hell, we may as well go out in style. 

DEATH IS A PROMISE & VOUR LIFE IS A FUCKING LIE. 


Our legs begin to break. We've walked this path fdr 

My luhgs, they start to ache. But still we carry on. I’m clokino on rtytwo'ds, like I gotta 

cant believe its come to this, l eant believe it’s got to tVi^ ana dear, i tear, this ship is sinkingTbni^^ I won’t give up 
on you, these scars wont tear us apart-. Don’t give up-oyne, it’s ndt too late for us & I’ll saveyou/rcyn' yourself. I’m 
not coming home tonight cos’ dear I fear, cos’ dear I fear thi$ ship is sinking. Is there hope for us? Can we make it 

• V dut alive? I taste the failure on your lips. Is they hope for us?/Can we make it out alive? I can taste the failure. Close 
v * *:yodr e^s, tRere’-s nothing we can da But Sleep in this bed that we made for ourselves, you’re trapped in your past 

like it’s six feet u»der. Try to numb the pain with alcohol and pill$ v but it won’t repair your trust. 

• - YOU CANT STAND ON TWO FUCKING FEET WITH A SUBSTANCE AS A CRUTCH. * ** 

I won’t give up qA yog - we’ll play this symphony of sympathy. , . 

k/': 
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NO NEED 
INTRODUCTIONS 
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I’VE_ M , 

GIRLS-LIKE YOU 
ON THEjfiACKS 
TOILET* Q90RS. 

For peoplo liko you. there is no such thing as an eorly^rave. 

you wanted to gut my dreams 'til I was tynpty, and show everyone my remains 

AND A FT BP EVERYTHING YOU PUT ME THROUGH, I SHOULD OF FUCKING.PISSED ON YOU. 

10 . ' 
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Wq itaro at bro'. cIcMT tho hands don't turn anymoro. 
inTO nights, err 




Tho days turn into nights, empty hearts and empty place t**Whon you lost him. I slowly lost yo^fob. \ 

For when he died, he took a part of you. No time tor farewells, ng chancoa for good Oye^ No explanations, no 
fucking reasons why. I watchod.it oat you up, pieces fallen on the .floor. • • . * 

We stare at broken clocks, the hands don't turn anymore. 

If only sorrow could build a staircase, or tears could show the wfcy. /• 

I would climb my way to h’cavon, and bring him bdck homo again. 

Don’t give ufxhopo my‘friend, this is not tho end. 

Death is only a chapter, so lets rip out the pages of yesterday. Death is only a horizon. •' 

And I'm ready for my sun to r set . . 

IF ONLY SORROW COULD BUILD A STAIRCASE, OR TE^J.C.o(tU>.SHOW THE WAY, 

WE WOULD CLIMB OUR WAY TO HEAVEN, AND BRINQ AGAIN. 

Wo would do anything to bring him back to you. / •; / .* ‘ 

Wo wodld do anything to end what your going through. * 

If only‘sorrow could build a staircase, or tears could show the way’ 

I would climb (ny way to heaven, and bring him back home again. 1 

I would do anything to bring him back to you. ' 

Bccauao if you got him back, I would got back the friend that I once knew. . „ 












. BRING METHEHORIZOflc ' ’ 

Oliver Sykes - Vocals / Curtis Wdrd - Guitar / Lee Malia - (3l|taF<t v . 
Matt Kean - Bass / Matt Nicholis - Drums' t r 
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All tracks written, composed and performed Bring Mo The Horizon 
Recorded at Studio Fredman, Sweden ' . ; - 

Produced and Mixed by Fredrik Nordstrom and Henrik* tldd* v 
Mastered by f eter In De Betou pt Tailormaid, Sweden * , 

Ab. lyrics written by Olive/Sykes •. * */ . 'MgrriiillTi 

(except “It Was Written Ip Blood," were extracts are taken from the suicide note of the great Russian poet,.Sergei Esenin. He wrote the note in his 
blood.) ' , \ ‘ ' 

Sam pafter of Architects appears courtesy of Centv^ Media f^ecords/Element Music Publishing * . ’ ' f '- V’’^ 


fcbis Dbhuc of The Secret Handshake contributes bfectronip, samples on the trqck •*CI)elsea Smile" courtesy-of Triple Crowr\ Records jt • ’ VO" 

JJ iUeters.o^Deez Nuts features on the tracl4 Wolb^ll Sedspn l6vO»er M courtesy of Stomp Records. , . , ^ 

A C D nnH Marlratinn li ilia \A/oir \/iuihf</ I. IllliolthuklhlAnAKlf rnml * * • .7 k • 


A & R and Marketing - Julie Weir, VtfbfifItojfcie (Julle@vislblenoisg.com) 
Management; C(aig Jennings (crdi^.jerfntHgs@rawpowermanagement.com) 

.and Mptf Ayh;(matt.ash@raWpowermajj[fegement.com)/or Raw FjpWer Management 
" L iojihg.e — ll ~ *—*-- '— 1 — /= "‘ - 


Live boo^ng.agent; Paul Ryan for the Agenty group (paul.ryan@theagencygroup.com) ‘AV 

Lije fookinj'agent. North America; Josh KJine fqr the Agency Group (josh.Kline@theagenoygTdup.eom) 

a H'songs published by-Schnozza Music-'Copyright 2009 Schnofc^J^JsicVV . . 

and c Visible Noise Ltd 2009 - Www.visiblenolse.com r- ' * . ' \ 
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Layout and design b^Sons of ftfero (www;sonsQ(nero.cbm) v 
Concept by Oliver and Bring Me The Horizon 
. Albtim photography by Phjll Mamula.fphlilm.com) 

Band photography by Toni Barnes (www.Jombame^phdto.com). > > *_ 
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Oliver would like to thank My parents, especially my mum for all the support they have given gur band. My lil bro! AD my band, Stoksey, Godfrey, Corey, 

Nat, Let, & other the other girls. Jonny Hart, either way you helped rpe write*this album. Sa'rah-Jayne, Neil, Sheep. Abby & Amy. I ha|e you both. Basically 
all the great bands & people that I've met, & everyone who has helped me get to this point, thank you from the bottohi of my hearj. Sofry if.1 forgot anyone. 

Loo woglfl IlketxJ thank: "My mum and dad. my sister and all my family! Everyone in my band, Natalie Wood, Brendan, TS, Stoker, Carol and Ian, Frank 
White, Mick and V. •’ , . 

Curtis would'like.to thank: My mom ^nd dad for been awesome,Caron and Rob. Gina little bit ey. Everyone else in bumf for been lovely. All my family * 
(especially ones who got me nothing for Christmas. Uncle Kevin, y.ou owe me 21yrs of birthdays and xmas, you heard, you too Uncle Shaun. 

Matt K. would-like to thank: Alessandra, mum, dad, Adam and Kirsty/all my family, the Mostyn Family, my'bandmates! Jamie p. Ali Dino for letting me be 
' his agent. Sushi, the colour black. • • ; 

Matt rt. woufd like to thank. Mum & Martyn.'Dad & Alison, our Rich, Carol & l^n, Tom'& Chris, you guys are my heroes! Nat for all the Jammy D's, 
xsheep^, Emre, Steph v all of my mums family, all of my dads family, Jerome afsabiap. * 

Me T.h 6 Hori'^dn would like to thank: Carol Sykes for being our band mum. Sheep for doing pretty touch everything but^viping our arses (and he 
protiuljy'do that too), Julie'Weir for all the tgis, and the record deal too. Austen, Malt Hughes. Hell Boy. Alex VN, Tom & Stoksey, Emre for being a bom 
aga'ih.terapod. Brendan. Imran, Jack Daniels for your great sauce. Richie Rainbow and Hanky Panky for their lovely work on this cd. V-Man, Ian Sykes and 
his mate Dave, for building’our practice room. Webber, Johnson, Milny, JJ, Sam and Luis, for contributing to our new cd, we will make some dosh off your 
great talents! Boobs, DominoS Pizza. Jonno for being about 70% tjul(shit, Leo at Ibanez, Jimmy at First Act, Ca|lam at Ampeg, pean at Mat Amp, Gerome at' 
uh, home*. Faz wad. Peacock. Theres probally a billion others. but we are too lazy to say anymore. 

Bands we would like* to thank: Our Boyfriends in Architects’, PromQueen guys (RIP), Azriel, Ghost Inside, Your Demise, Dead Swans, Bleeding*Through, 
Madball, Aiden, Nights Like These, Bury .Your Dead, Megadeth,\Sltent Civilian, The Red Shore, Blessed (but only Robbie and Simon, and Bird. and 
Mr.jacket, Everyone but Gambino Basically) The Secret Handshake, The Break In (RIP), The Chariot, The Legacy,'Deez Nuts, Furthest Drive Hom.e, You A 
Me At Six, Tonight Is Goodbye. Bossk, Keyboardist out of Dragonforce, Parkway Drive, Paige, Daylight Curse (Yes Helmetl dtf?f Lostpropbejp, Killsv^tch^ * 

The Haunted, Dream Evil. . • f : ' ' V* - n : • 

“November, The Suicidf Season. "■ . t . . 

Samuel Foote, “The Bankrupt,’ 1773 e 

November 1st. 2007, 6:2feam, something happened that changed my life forever. I nearly tost everything. I nearly destroyed all.that I have, all that I have 
worked for, all that others have worked for. I nearly lost my freedom. I nearly lost my life. From then on, I went through whai is still, and hopefully ever will be 
the most horrific, frightening experience of my existence. That night, sat iri a dark room, my body wretched'as I Cried. I. was in pieces. I couldn’t sleep, I 
couldn’t eat, i couldn’t moVe. I was clutching one of my friends that nighk^ie vfds crying too. h^e wasChouting for his mother. I remember staring out my 
vOindow. I have never, in my wholeJife, even considered suicide. I store at-m/Aw^floW. The feeling of actually wanting to'end your own is unreal. I 
renlember being sick as soon as the thought occurred. I lived wfth* this everyday. I tried to be smile,but there whs always this darkriessPreeding on the 
back of my mind. Constantly reminding. But by some miracle, \ sdryjved fhis. ftfe something I will never forget. And although I look back in shame, I don’t look 
back in regret. I have been taught a great lesson. I will never takp What I "have for granted ever again. Next to no One knows thjs S&ret I carry. Next t< 
one probably ever will. ' * . *. »• ^ f ' 
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